WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
WILDING   FLOWER
TONIGHT her lids shall lift again
Slow-soft with vague desire,
And lay about my breast and brain
Their hush of lilac fire,
And I shall take the sweet of pain
As the laborer his hire.
And while the happy viols shake,
Under the paltry roof,
The web of singing worlds they make
To shelter Heaven aloof,
Our listening hearts shall build and break
Love's sempiternal woof.
O! listening heart, with all thy powers
Of white beatitude,
What is the dearest of God's dowers
To the children of his blood?
Where blow the lovesome wilding flowers
In the hollows of his wood?
That, though her ear hath never caught The name men call me by,
57say is a thing which constitutes much of the poetry of a young man's life, I think, and if I could have got it said would have had a certain large interpretive value. Let me know your opinion, at as great length as your nerves and your nurse will permit.
